The Post-War Scene
And breathe disquiet everywhere
Into the heart of hill and town.
O heart whose heart is like my own
And not to rest or sleep but climb
Wearily out of earth again
To feed again that venomous eye
That is the manhood of my time,
Whether at home or Wicklow town.
This is my street to walk again,
O cursed, wind-driven poverty,
/ hear the coming of the rain.
The poems in this book are less elegiac, more summoning,
but no less bitter.
As the map changes, through the cold sky,
Lean from the cockpit, read
The flower of prairies grass in seed
(Though here is war
my hand points where the body
Leaps its dead, the million poor
Steel-staved and broken
and no grave shall hold them
Either in stone or sea; nor urn nor sand,
Skyline of city walls, their monument,
And on this field, lockstep in millions joined,
New world in fire opens where they stand).
Gregory realizes, as sensitive members of his generation must,
that a new conflict is in preparation, and that its issue is doubt-
ful. Nor can he forget the boom that was the last war's Greek
gift to the victors, and the death that crept by night out of its
belly. But he does not despair. His recent poetry proves that
he can still draw courage from the American past. It shows
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